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So I have had premonitions of this for months.    I repent, my good spirit, my loyal heart! must this follow as a. sequel to all the benefits and blessings you have so generously bestowed ?    Are you to vanish like all I love, or desire, from my darkened and (lost soul' ?    I havo read over your letter again and again, and cannot make it possible, with any degree of certainty} that you wrote it in your right mind.    (J know you did not without tears of anguish and regret.}    Is it possible your influence is lost to me ?    Such tender and true natures are ever loyal until death; but you are not dead, you are full of life and beauty!    Louise, you came in,... in •your   floating white  robe—'Good   morning, Edgar.' There was a touch of conventional coldness in your hurried manner, and your attitude as you opened the Ititchen door to find Mudtlie, is my last remembrance of you.    There was love, hope, and sorrow in your smile, instead of love, hope, and courage, as ever before.    O Louise, how many sorrows are before you!    Your ingenuous  and  sympathetic   nature   will   be   constantly wounded in its contact with the hollow, heartless world j nnd for me, alas 1 unless some trae and tender, and pure womanly love saves me, I shall hardly last a year longer alive !   A. few short months will tell how far my strength (physical and moral) will carry mo in life here.    How can  I  believe  in  Providence when   you  look coldly upon me ?   Was it not you who renewed my hopes and faith in God? . . . and in humanity?   Louise, I heard your voice aa you passed out of my sight leaving me . , . ; but I still listened to your voice.   I heard you say with IL sob, '"Peat Muddie.*   I heard you greet my Catarina, but it \vas only as a memory . . . nothing escaped my ear* Should my early life seem "), from
